THE 
BUCK's DELIGHT, 
VOCAL COMPANION: 


BEING A COLLECTION OF 


SO ING k Y; 


14 : 
a 
CALCUL * » 
„ 89 y % 
170 Tate tr Y 92 ; / & MP6 * 
ft / * 
ANI DRIVE AWA 
5 . —_— , | 
OLD FAFHER = - 
With the molt a: 4 
Y T * . Þ» 33 1 
SONGS Or DiIBD EN. 
II E R 6 EBRATT. 45 1 R 
5 — nn . ˙—˙ 9 ————ͤ . ͤ — 0 * 


— a 


— — 


— T —— — * AS. As — — . PS TITS 6 TH EAI. 


A NEW: EDITION. 
— toomrnns 
GAINSBROUGEH:; 


TAINTED BY J. M. MOZLEY AND C. 


= 2542 KALE 


THE 


BUCK's DELIGHT, 


UE 


VOCAL COMPANION. 


SONG. 
WELCOME THE SAILOR FROM HIS TOILS« 


Sung by Mr. BuLt. 


8 * gentie peace and pleaüng ſmiles, 
Welcome the ſailor from his toils; 
Welcome, &c. 


His prize, his ſoul, his wages paid, 

Elis ſhip's in harbour ſafe is laid. 
In peace and love, I'II live on ſhore, 
11! enjoy my girl to part no more. 
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Says Sue to Jem, when thro” the door, 
The hollow ſounds of winds did roar ; 
The holiow, &c. 
My tender heart was fraught with woe, 
For fear you ſhould to the bottom Lo! 
Bot now the crue! wars are o'er, 
There's nought but death mall part us more! 


Says Jem to Sue, when bullets flew, 
Around my head, and abaft the crew; 
Around, &c. 
Lay ſtretch't on deck, fad ücht to ſee, 
] felt no pain, but thought on thee. 
But now the cruel wars are o'er, 
There's ncught but death ſhall part us more! 


Says Jem to Sue, make no delay, 

But to yonder church let's haſte away; 

But to, &c. 

The parion there, with golden twine, 

Shall intermix your joys with mine. 
in peace and love we'll live on ſhore, 
here's nought but death ſhall part us more: 


— . — — 
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SONG. 


A LITTLE MELLOW, 


A Brimming plaſs is my delight, 
1 m not aſham'd to tell O; 
And am happy ev' ry night 

hen I'm a little mellow. 


A pretty girl I love to kiſa, 
Dre! As pleas'd as Punchinello ; 
There ſurely is no harm 1n thier, 
When I'm a little mellow, 


A pleaſing ſong, a catch or glee, 


With rapture makes me ſwell O ; 
No mortal is more ble{s'd than me, 
When I'm a little mellow. 


Then, come, my friends, and join with me, 
Each hearty hone!! fellow ; 

For ev'ry night we'll merry de. 
hen we'te a little mellow. 
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SONG. 
THE JOLLY PUSTIAN- CUTTER, 


Witten by Mr. ERRINGTON, and Sung by bin 
at the Theatre. Royal, MaxCuHesTER. 


HEN Adam kept houſe in the garden cf 
Eden, 


His wife and himſelf nought but fruit had to 
feed on ; 

The fig-tree alone was their wardrobe we're toid, 

No pockets they needed for filver or gold. 


No caſh they e er wanted, no creditors knew, 

Whatever they wiſh'd for, around them it grew; 

Their clothes knew no cutting, their food ne et 
felt knife. 

Without thought of either, they jogg'd on thro' 


life. Derry down, &c. 


From that time to this, Sirs, how alter'd the caſe, 
Nowcutting'sthe game for food, clothing, & place; 
*Tis cat as cut can all the world thro* we ſee, 
But who cut ſo fairly, yet conftant as awe? 


Derry down, &c, 


Six days out of ſeven, from morning till night, 
For a living wwe cut; who can ſay we're not rig"? 
Tho' many crg/1-cuts in this life we may find, 
The Jong-curt, Hraigbt forward”: the cut to my 
mind. Derry down, . 
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One neighbour bi, neighbour may cut out of 
place, 
Such cutting can't boneffy look in the face; 
The gameſter, the cards he may cut to bim/elf, 
Tho* the ſtake he ſecures tis but ill - goiten pelf. 
Derry down, &c, 


The ſpruce dancing maſter, as fine as a jay, 
His capers may cut, and his kit he may play; 
We can match him, I war'nt, if our work we 
of purſue, | 
Nor ihe capers alone, but the mutton cut too. 
Derry down, &e. 


May GEORGE fit ſecure on a peaceable throne ; 
be. Nor our heart-of-oak ſtandard be ever cut down; 
' & Should the Spaniards again dare to venture a 


rub, 
; Their whiſkers be d- d! they our Fafians can't 
er drub. Derry down, &c, 


Long may Fufian Cutters, in ſweet harmony, 

cc. I United work on, with the merchants agree; 

No ſtrife or contentions ariſe to appall, 
Tin Deach, that fly Cutter, ſhall cat for us all. 
des Derry down, &c. 
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SONG. 
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A BACCHANALIAN. 


TX CHnrles the Second's merry days, 


„ varton frolics notes: 
ö 7 of cabais« I was, 
5 eine like Bacchus bloated : 
\ 
| ! 


t *cn'09 uno mV Crowaed pews, 
Wine was leavents command, fir, 
An dane c was he who did refute, 
To diink while he cou'd ſtand, fir, 


CHORUS, 


That this is law 1 will maintain, 
Uri my de ing day, hr; 

L:t + ratlocever king will reign, 

I irink my gallon a day, fir. 


Wer Jenes the Scot aſſum'd the throne, 
Hove io ſtand alone, fir, 

Bu: QUICK» go: io Gurk, that down 
He ww blea from tre throne, fir, 

One morn.ng ctotr-hck, pale, and queer, 
GY ating up with gay men, 

He ree!'d io Rome, where prieſts ſevere, 
Dey the cup to laymen, 


T hat this is law, & 


DELIG HT. 


When tipling Will the Dutchman, ſav'd 
Our liberties from finking, 

We crown'd him king of cups, and crav'd 
The privilege of drinking: 

He drank your Hollands, pints tis ſaid, 
And heid oredeſtination ; 

og not to know the tipling trade, 
Admits no trepidation. 


T hat this is laww, Oe. 


When Brandy Nan became our queen, 
"Twas all a drunken ſtory; 

Lat and drank from morn to e'en, 
And ſo was thought a tory : 

Brimful of grog, all ſober folks 
e damn'd, and moderation; 

Lill for right Nantz we pawn'd to France 
Cur deareſt reputation, 


That this is law, He. 


V/ien George the firſt came to the throne, 
He took the reſolution, 
To drink all forts of liquors known, 
Jo ſave the conſtitution ; 
tir drank ſucceſs in rare old Rum, 
Jato the ſtate, and church, fir; 
*Fill with a cup of Brunſwick mum, 
ile tripp'd from off the perch, fir, 


That this is law, Sc. 
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King George the Second then aroſe, 
A wiſe and valiant ſoul, fir ; 

He lov'd his people, beat his foes, 
And puſh'd about the bowl, fir : 
He drank his fill to Caatham Will, 

To heroes for he choſe *em ; : 
With us true Britons he drank, until ' 
0 He ſlept in Abraham's boſom. 

That this is law, c. 


His preſent Majeſty then came, | 
Who may heaven long preſerve, fir ; 
He gloried in a Briton's name, 
And ſwore he'd never ſwerve, fir: 
Tho' evil counſellors did think, 
His love from us to ſever, 
Yet let us loyal Britons drink, 
King George the Third for evey 
That this is law, Ge. 
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SONG. 


LIiFE's A BUBBLE, 


Sung by Mr. Banniſter. 


F life iz a bubble and breaks with a blaſt, 
You muſt toſs off your wine if you wilk :t 0 
laſt; 
For this bubble may well be deſtroy'd with 3 
puff, 
1! it is not kept floating in liquor enough, 
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If life is a flower, as philoſophers ſay, 

'Tis a very good hint, underſtood the right way: 

For if life is a flower, any blockhead may tell, 

If you'd have it look freſh, you muſt moiſten it 
well. 


This life is no more than a journey ?tis ſaid, 

When the roads, for moſt parts, are confounded- 
ly bad; 

Then let wine be our ſpur, and each traveller 
will own, 

T hat, whatever the roads, we jog merrily on, 


This world to a Theatre liken'd has been, 
Where each man around has a part in the 


ſcene ; 

'Tis our part to get drunk, and *tis matter of 
fa, | 

That the more you all drink, boys, the better 
you'll ad. 


This life is a dream, in which many will weep, 

Who have ſtrange filly fancies, and cry in their 
ſleep: 

Fut for us, when we wake from our dream 
*twil} be ſaid, 


That the tears of a tankard were all that we 
ſhed, 
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SONG. 


SEA SONG. 


NN HAT argufies pride or ambition, 

Soon or late death will take us in tow, 
Ezch bullet has pot its commiſſion, 

And when our time comes we mult go, 


CHORUS, 


Then drink and ſing, hang pain and ſorrow, 
The halter was made for the neck ; 

He that's now live and luſty—te-morrow, 
Perhaps may be ſtreich'd on the deck. 


There was little Tom Linſtock of Dover, 
Got killd and left Polly in pain; 
Pull cried—but her grief was ſoon over, 


And then the got married again, 
Then drink, 


Jack lonk was ill us'd by Bet Crocker, 
and le took to ſucking the ſtuff, 
Till he tumbled in old Davy?s locker, 
And then he got liquor enoup h, 
Tnen driak, &c. 
To ſailor, ſays one, pray go never 
Jo ſes, your friends die there, tis ſaid ; 
Says Jack, will you fit up for ever, 
Becaule your friends died in their bed. 
Then drink, & Co 


T 
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Kc. 


DELIGHT, 


For our prize-money, then to the proctor, 
Toke of joy while tis going our freak; 
Fo; what argufies calling the doctor, 
hen the anchor of life is a peak. 


Then drink, &c, 
— — . — — 
SONG. 
VANITY, 


HE man who does for freedom roar, 
His eloquence diſplays ; 
Expatiates gainſt deſpotic pow'r, 
And gains a nation praiſe: 
Each ſtander by may plainly ſee, 
The pattiot's fir'd with vanity. 


The ſoldier eagerly purſues, 
The airy phantom, fame; 
The author too the public ſues, 

In hopes to get a name: 
Vet, both alike, appear to be, 
in{pir'd by gought but vanity. 


The ſimple maid whoſe beſt attire, 
Is but a linen gown ; 


Neat clad trips out, while round admire, 


Each gaping country clown ; 
Yet ſhe doch feel as well as we, 
Her boſom glow with vanity. 
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14 THE BUCK's 


The man who feels another's woes, 
And does thoſe woes relieve ; 

Who feels the blefling he beſſows, 
Nor wil} juſt praiſe receive : 

A heart like this is who!ly free, 

From folly pride and vanity. 


= = -— -—— ——— G... 7 


A SAILOR 'S. SONG, 


N Old England's bleſt ſhore 
We arc landed once more, 
Secure from the florms of the main; 
For great George, and his cauſe, 
For our Count: y and laws, 


We have conque;'d and will do again. 


Where the ſun's orient ray, 
Firit opens the day, 
On Indies extended domain; 
Tre {warthy fac'd toes 
Who dat'd to orpbole, 
We have conque''d and will do ag ain, 


Come, my brave hearts of oak, 
Let us drink, üng and joke, 
While here cn the ſhore we remain; 
When our country demands, 
With hearts, and with hands, 
We ate reed; -i conquer ay en. 


i 


DELIGHT. 


SONG. 
A CLASS OF GOOD WINE. 


HFV metry companions, fo jovial and free, 
IW | You know I'm 2 poet then -ilien to me; 
Inſpire my muſe, jally Bacchus divine, 

I'li chaunt in the praiſe of a glaſs of good wine. 


The female whoſe flattering locking-glaſs tells, 

Ille much all ihe reit of her ſex the excels; 

In vain from its aid mav attempt to oatſhine, 

Mere charms ſhe'd receive from a glais of good 
wine. 


The ſhort-ſighted ſpark, with perſpective apply'd, 
In patting the fair to the bluſh takes a pride; 
Give o'er, bold intruder, your cruel deſign, 
Greater beauties you'll find in aglafsof gpoodwine, 


Oils bald-pated Time, who good company ſpoils, 

Wann pleaſures reigning & good humour Imiles; 

With us round the bow! would molt cheartuliy 
Join, 

Was his hour-glais chang'd to a glaſs of good 
wine. 


then ſuch perfections the grape does produce, 
Ye gwers above ſend enough for our ule; 

Your bounty to prove drain the ſea of its brine, 
Aud leiit again ebb and flow with good wine. 


1 


3 „ ul sf 


: 
F 
£ 
1 
1 
4 
: 


— +I 
=_ 


ba” 


> 27 => 


16 THE BU CR“. 


SONG. 
THE LAMPLIGHTER, : 
Written by Mr. Dinnin. | 


1* jolly Diek the lamplighter, 
They ſay the ſun's my dad, 
And truly I believe it, fir, 
For I'm a pretty lad; 
Father and I the world delight, 
And make it look ſo gay, 
The difference is, I lights by night, | 
And father lights by day. 


But fathers not the likes of I, 
For knowing life and fun, 
For I queer tricks and fancy ſpy, 
Folks never ſhun the ſun: 
Rogues, owls, and bats can't bear the light, . 
I've heard your wile ones ſay, 
And ſo, d'ye mind, I ſees at night | 
Things never ſeen by day, n 


! At night men lay aſide all art, 
As quite a uſeleſs taſk, 
And many a face, and many a heart 
Will then pull off the maſk ; 
Each formal prude and holy wight 
Will throw diſguiſe away, 
And ſin it openly at night, 7 5 
Who ſainted it all day, 
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es darling hoard the miſer views, 
Miſſes from friends decamp, 

Ard many a ſtateſman miſchief brews 
Jo his country o'er his lamp: 

Se {ather and I, d'ye take me right, 
Arejult on the ſame lay; 

{ bare fac'd ſinners light by night, 
And he falſe ſaints by day. 


© > Om — ¶ —— — 


TIPPY BOR, 


V Y name's Tippy Bob, 
1 With a watch in each fob, 


Vie me round on each ſide and the top, 
i am ſure 'mthe thing, 
Nay | with | may (wing, 

if 1 an't now a nice natty crop. 
I am up toeach rig, 
Of my hat ſmoke the piz, 

[.ike candles my lacks dangle down, 
And look in my rear, 
As an oltrich I'm bare 

But the knowingelt {mart of the town, 


\s 1 walk thro? the lobby, 
de girls cry out Bobby, 
ome here Bobby, pretty Bobby! 
Now ſqueaking, now bawling, 
Tnen pulling and nauling, 
59 (mirking and pleaſing, 
do CUaxINg and teazing, 
| 494 get taem Out of my nod, 
= A 7 
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My veſt a foot long, 
Nine capes in a throng, 

My breeche —my ſmall cloaths I mean, 
From my cheſt to my calf, 
Damn the mob! let them laugh, 

I dreſs not by them to be ſeen. 

The ftrings of my knees, 
Like a chevaux-de-frize, 
My boots to the ſmall of my leg ; 
My ſtick the none-ſuch, 
No crop can me touch, 
For 1 ſwear I'm at home to a peg. 
As I walk thro? the lobby, &c. 


Obſerve well my ſhape, 
And the fall of my cape, 
It's the thing! quite the thing ! damme an't it? 
And this bow roupd my neck, 
Would at leaſt hold a peck, 
It may catch ſome old Ducheſs too (mayn't it?) 
Then under this collar, 
I've got a large roller, 
'Tis juſt like a buge German ſauſage; 
And ſqueez'd up ſo tight, 
That by this good light, 
It goes nearly to ſtop up the paſſage, 
As 1 walk thro” the lobby, &c, 


DELIGHT. 


SONG, 


THE JOVIAL PHILOSOPHER, 


F, content in your ſtation, my friend, 
The maxim is probatum e: 

Life's ſhort from beginning to end, 
Then let us paſs thro? it with zeit. 


The monarch ſurrounded by fame, 
Can taſte no more pleaſure than you ; 
His paſſions and feelings the ſame, 
Deſires and wiſhes as few. 


The cobler who hugs his brown laſs, 
Feels emotions of love full ſtrong 
As thoſe of a much higher claſs, 
And glories he won her by ſong, 


For the loſs of a nail tinker's rage, 

As much as for realms, « great king; 
With clamours our ears both engage, 

Ard much the ſame peal they both ring. 


29 


On my word, my good friend, we're a crow'd, 


Vari'gated among great and ſmall; 
We take it by turns to be proud, 
And likewiſe by turns riſe and fall, 
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Like actors, who ſtrut for an hour 

j In all the grand flav'ry of ſtate; 

1 Next day abdicated from power, 

| With pages o'er porter they'l] prate. 


Then from an enlivening bowl, 

While your reaſon holds good never flinch : 
For life's but a ſpan, my brave ſoul, 

T ben faith we'll enjoy ev'ry inch, 


—— — 


SONG. 


THE FAN. 


DOR various purpoſe ſerves the fan, 
As thus a decent blind ; 
Between the ſticks to peep at man, 
Nor yet betray your mind, 


Each action has a meaning plain, 
Reſentment in the /nap ; 

A Hirt expreſſes ſtrong diſdain, 
Conlent, a gentle zap. 


All Paſſions will the fan diſcloſe, 
All modes of female art; 

And to advantage ſweetly ſhews, 
The hand if not the heart. 


DELIGHT. "7 
Ts folly's ſceptre, firſt deſign'd, 
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Ry love's capricious boy : k 
co knows how lightly all mankind 1 
Are govern'd by a toy. #1 

: 
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SONG, 3 


THE BACCHANALIAN. 


A CANTATA, 


RECITATIVE. 
A in a tavern toping Lewis drank ; 
X The ſparkling juice in company withFrank; j 


Teil me, quoth he, can man in joy abound, 
For where, unleſs in wine, is pleature found ? 


\ 
AIR, \ 


Then leave off all thinking, 
There's pleaſure in drinking, 
That none but a buck can define; 
For the bottle and glaſs, 
prefer to a laſs, 
And would fell the whole ſex for good wine, 
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Oh! could I with eaſe, | 
Myv palate but pleaſe, 4 

Ye gods! how in claret I'd roll; | 
With a quantum of claret, | 


Content in my garret, 
I'd enjoy both my bottle and bowl. 
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5 Then talk not of whoring, 

U Of ranting and roa ing, 

N Ard kicking adult up at night; 

i For 1 will maintain, 

Fi Al] pleaſure is pain, 

Where the bottle procures not delight, 


_ 
* 
_—_ * 


Then repleniſh the glas, 
| Who denies is an als, 


2 
© 
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The bottle, the glaſs, and the bowl ; 
But he who ripht thinks, 
And hike mvſelft drinks, 


I pronounce him a buck and a ſoul, 


SONG. 


THE HONEST FELLOW, 


HO” my dreſs, as my manners, is ſimpie 
| and plain, 
4 A raſcal I hate, and a knave I diſdain ; 
My dealings are juſt, and my conſcience is cles 
And I'm richer than thoſe who have thouſand a 
year. 


Tho” bent down with age, and for ſporting un- 
couth, 

1 feel no remorſe from the follies of youth ; 

] fill tell my tale, and rejoice in my ſong, 

And, my boys, think my lite not a moment tog 
long. 


4 
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| ot the ceurtiers, thoſe dealers in prin and gri- 
mace, 
deep under, dance over, for title or place; 
Above #!l the titles that low from a crown, 
| noſe of honeſt I prize, and that title's my own. 


———— . ²˙¹üm˙ e - 


SONGS. 
DANS VOTRE LIT, 


T%\ ANS votre lit, my Fanny ſay, 
1 When paſt the buſy hours of day; 
den and let me happy be, 
und you ſometimes think on me. 

Dans votre lit, 


But whether abſent or in view, 

M thoughts are fondly bent on you; 

Jen in my dreams l'm full of plee, 

Ain my arms embracing thee. 

| Dans votre lit. 


Put fyon as dawn appears, my fair, 
ie biifsful vitioa's loſt in air; 
Cent, and you ſhall quickly iee, 
'1 4111 make it ſweet reality. 
Dans votre lit. 


Tis ſoft confeſñon make, my fair, 
With it glad my raptu:'d ear; 
uin return l' tear to thee, 
Len thouland worlas I'd give to be— 
Dans votre lit, 


mn , 
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SONG, 


THOUGHTS OF MATRIMONY, 


Y father has forty good ſhillings, 
Ha! ha! good ſhillings, 
And never had daughter but I; 
My mother ſhe is right willing, 
H+! ha! right willing, 
That | ſhall have all when they die: 


CHORUS. 


And 1 wonder when I be marry'd 
Ha! ha! be marry'd? 

My beauty begins to decay ! 

It's time to catch hold of ſomebody, 
Ha! ha! ſomebody ? 

Before they be all run away: 


My ſhoes they are at the mending, 
My buckles they are in the cheſt ; 


My 8 are ready for ſending, | 
Then I'II be as braw as the belt. p 
And I wonder, ., 

C 


My father will give me a ladle, 
At my wedding we'll have a good ſong ; 
For my uncle will give me a cradle, 
To rock my cnild in when it's young. 
| And I wonder. &, 


DELIGHT. 25 1 


SONG. ( 
| 
4 7 OUNG I am, and ſore afraid, 
Js Wou'd you hurt a harmleſs maid 7 1 
Led an innocent aſtray, # 
Jempt me not, kind fir, I pray. | 
Men too often we believe, 
And if you ſhould me deceive, 
Numa firſt, and then forſake, 8 
due my tender heart would break, * | 
— — oo cunt — 
SONG. 
THE RAKE AT LARCE. | 
Sung by Mr. Eqdwin. 
OOK'E, dear Ma'am, I'm quite the thing, 
„ Nattibus hey tippity no! 
, ui thoe | wear a ting; | 
: Fied in a black bow, ſo: | 
Cards and dice, I've monit'rous luck; | 


17 


Ig no drake vet keep aduck, 
e not married, yet I'm a buck, 
Lanthetum ſwaſh, kee-vi. 
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I've a purſe well ſtock'd with braſs, 
Chinkety hey ! tinkity ho! 

I've good eyes, but cock my glaſs, 
Stare about, ſquintum ho! 

In two boots I boldly walk, 

Piſtol, ſword, I never baulk, 

Meet my man and bravely talk, 


Pippity pop, coupe. 


$ 
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Sometimes mount a ſmart cockade, 
Puppydum hey, ſtruttledum ho! 

From Hyde Park to the Parade, 
Cock my carey kee: 

As I paſs a ſentty- box, 

Soldiers reſt their bright firelocks, 

Each about his muſket knocks, 
Ratiledum ſlap, to me! 


7 gu * Ls a | 


In the Mall, Ma'am gives her card 
Caſhedy me, kiflady the ! 
Sit before the ſtable yard, 
Leg-orum lounge a-row ; 
1 Pretty things | ſoftly ſay 
3 When I'm aſk'd our chairs to pay, 
Yes, ſays |, and walk away, 
Pennybus tartum, hg ! 


At Boulogne Iliv'd a week, 
Fricaſee hey! trick a ſee ho! 

There fine French I learn'd to ſqugak, f 
Grignybuſs ſkiptum, ho! 
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lap French clack about, hateur, 
Nowette chef d' uure, bon doucttur, 


Ex bon point, guel tout mon cæur 
Fiddledee foll, hee hee! 


Roi:en-row, my ſunday-ride, 
Trottledum hey, tumble off, ho 
Por ey, eighteen=pence a ſide, 
Windgall, glanderum ho! 
Cricket I ſam'd Lumpey nick, 
Paidtes ſmouch, Mendoza lick, 
o, ah! I'm juſt the kick, 
emande cap*ruin toe. 


—— ö — 


SONG. 
AL! FOR THE CHINK., 
Sung by My. Edwin. 


+E a nymph fo briſk and witty 
i} Nimbly tripping thro? the Park, 
i::2wing round her eyes ſo pretty, 
And ogling evety powder'd ſpark, 
S i leer and gaze with fond delight, 
{nviie you home and kiſs you too; 
Steh, knee! and twear, my angel bright, 
Without your caſh, your killing won't do 
N a long purſe ever go to your love, 
Chink it, chink it, there, O there ! 
ben your tabintum anten, tel de rel lol de rot, 
tial ba! ha! ſhell love you drar, 
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Who'd refuſe a lad of my inches, 
So ſprightly, ſightly, near, complete? 
But wag. tails lur'd are by gold- finches, 
Tho' eyes may roll and pulſes beat: 
They'll leer and gaze with fond delight, 
You tip 'em an ogle, they ogle too ? 
My dove, my duck, my angel brignt, 
Without your caſh your killing won't do! 


IW:th Ja lang, . 


_ OO nee 


SONG. 


nne. 
Sung by Mr. Edwin. 


OUNDS, ſhillings, pence, and faithinps, i 
Have at my tingers end, 

And how to fell, and how to buy, 

To borrow, or to lend : 
But this, tho* I ne'er went to ſchool, 

My pate has ran upon, 
Addition be my golden rule, 

Ha! dot, and carry one, 


At lols and pain a ſcholar got, 
Right carly was ! taught 
To gain of guineas ail I could, 
To loſe the devil a groat: 


DELIGHT. 


For ſraRtions and diviſions, when 
hey praftiſe ſword and gun, 

Subrraft myſelf I will, and then 
! dot and carry one. 


Bur words no more I'll numerate, 
4nd thus ſum total lies; 

Of war no more I'll ſing or prate, 
Ned uction I' deſpiſe: 

And, if cock ade and roguiſh eye 
Has not my Sulan won; 

he's reſolv'd to multiply, 


* 
4 1 


dot and carry one, 


— ͤ-wů — 


SONG. 
"TIGHT LITTLE PETER. 


Sung by Mr. Edwin. 


OOK, maids, I cock my hat, 
John's but a poor creature; 
Sam's ſkinny, Bob's fat, 
al fools to little Peter! 
Ev'ry girl's chin is cocking, 
Twis my leg and tight filk Rocking, 
An'tl the clean thing ? 
Tight boy, little Peter ! 


dpealc, maids, before it's late, 
Wau will find none neater; 
"an, Nan, Patty, Kate, 
A come to little Peter! 
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I'm a lad fo neat and natty, | 
S'bobs, girls, but I'll be at ye; 

Oh, I'm the clean thing, 
Tight boy, little Peter. 


Mind, maids, I'll pick out one, 
Phiz plump and fineſt feature: 
Gad, well have rare fun! 
Never fear little Peter : 
Cold, hot. and ail weather, 
Jollily we'll jog together, 
Zounds, I'm the clean thing, 
Tight Boy, little Peter. 


SONG. 
THE GENERAL OPINION, 


Sung by Mr. Edwin. 


HEN our Mayor, Lord bleſs him, whoſe 
former delight, 
Was to make a day's work of being boozy i! 
night; 
Is forc'd now, e'er noon, is full quantum t 6p, 
Left any thing fall *twixt the cup and the lip 
Beward of a tip, | 
Leſt any thing fall, &c. 


In a vis-a-vis Bridget ſurpriſes the town, 
Who lately in pattens could trudge up and dow; 
But *twas prudent in her to lay pattens aſide, 
When ws found, by experience, ſhe's ſub je! i 
ide, 
Oh, ae on her guide! 
She found by experience, &c. 


noſe 
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our Patriot, whoſe feelings are wond*rous nice, 
And e fuſes each place, that is under his price 
Finds nis delicate conſcience moſt ready to ſlip, 
When the Penſions eſcape 'twixt the cup and 
the lip⸗ 
Oh, it gives them the ſlip, 
When the penſions, &c. 


he youth who has charm'd all the clubs with 
debate, 
Ard to ſhine in the Senate ſpends all his eſtate; 
Soon finds from his ſpeeches no produce will 
come, 
And the firſt of all ſpeakers turn Orator Mum, 
Yes, *twas all a hum, 
For the firſt of all ſpeakers, &c. 


Here am I too, who ſtudied the comforts of life, 
Having earn'd a ſnug farm, would poſſeſs a ſnug 
wife; 
Zut the loſs of my fame all my proſpects will 
nip, 
Twzs 7 trifle that fell'twixt the cup and the 
ip. 
In, beware of a trip, 
Jug trifiles oft fall, &c. 
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= 


SONG. 


The Wooren Walls of OrD ENGLAND. 


HEN Britain on her ſea-girt ſhore 
Her white rob'd Druids thus addre':', 
What aid, ſhe cried, ſhall 1 implore ? 
What belt defence by numbers prefs'd ? 
Moſtile nations round thee riſe, 
The myſtie oracles replied, 
And view thine iſle with envious eyes; 


} Their threats cety, their rage deride : 

| Nor fear invaſion from your adverſe Gaul: ; 

| Britain's beit bulwarks are her wooden wail. 
Thine oaks deſcending to the main, 

be. With floating forts ſhall ſtem the tides, 

| Aſſerting Britain's liquid reign, 


Where'er her thund'ring navy rides. 
Nor leſs to peaceful arts inclin'd. 
Where commerce opens all her ſtores, 
In ſocial bands ſhall league mankind, 
And join the ſea divided ſhores. 
Spread, then, thy fails where naval glory ca 
Britain's beſt bulwarks are her wooden Wa! 


AND 
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Hei, happy iſle! what tho? thy vales, 
de vine impurpl'd tribute yield, 

Nor fann'd with odour-breathing gales, 
r crops ſpontaneous glad the field; 

Vet! herty rewards the tort 

J{ induſtry to labour prone, 

no jocund ploughs the pracetul (ys! 

reads the harvett the has ſown. 
Watte o her realms tyrannic {way enthrails, 
b its a's beit bulwatks arc her wooden Walls. 


2 


oy* 


nus ſpake the bearced ſeer of yore, 
lien wrapt, of Briton“s lame, 
et Iberia felt her pow'r, 
O. Gaiita trembled at ner name. 
e vet Columbus dar'd to explore 
New regions rifing trom the main, 
om {ca to lea, from (hore to ſhore, 
| then, ye winds, in lolemn (train. 
This :acred truth an awe ſtruck world 1ppalls, 
Þ:iiain's beit bulwarks are her wooten walls. 
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Beat drums, play fiſes, tis glory calls, 
What argufies who ſtands or falls, 
Lord, what ſhould one be forry for, 
Life's but the fortune of the war: 


Then rich or poor, or well or ſick, 
Still laugh and ſing ſhall Soldier Dick, 


I uſed to look two ways at once, 

A bullet hit me on the ſconce ; 

And dowſh'd my eye, d'ye think I wince, 

Why, Lord, I've never ſquinted ſince. 
Beat drums, &c, 


Some diſtant keep from war's alarms, 

For fear of wooden legs and arms; 

While others dic ſafc ia their beds, 

Who all their lives had wooden heads. 
Beat drams, &c. 


Thus gout, ot fever, ſword, or ſuot, 
Or ſomething ſends us all to pot, 
That we're to die, then do not grieve, 
But let's be merry while we live, 

Beat drums, &c. 
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SONG. 
MOLLY MAYBUSH, 


Sung in The Farmer, by Mri. Parſons. 


Y Daddy O was very good, 

To make me fine he ſpar'd no pelf, 
He'd ſcrope up money all he could, 
And give it to my bonny ſelf: 
My handſome cap from Dover came, 
Some thought from France—ſo gay to ſee, 
Tho” ſigh'd for by each maid and dame, 
'Twas not my cap was dear to me 


Blythe Johnny O upon his mare, 

Down tne dell his horn rang ſweet ; 

To me preſented puſs the hare, 

That o'er the wild theme ran io fleet: 

And Ned a noſegay for my brealt, 

Had brought more flowers more tair than he, 
And warb*'ling Will a Linnet's neft, 

No lowers nor birds were dear to me 


do (ofily O to vonder prove, 

Due Moon the while did ſweetly blink, 
[ haite to meet my own true love, 

Yet on ſalie love I fell to think : 

The ruſt'ling leaves increaſe my fears, 
A footitep falls—who can it be? 

'Ti: jJemmy! for he now appears, 

Ana be alone is dear to me! 
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SONG, 


BACCHUS's FEAST, 


ACCHUS, when merry, beſtriding his tus, 
Proclaim'd a new neighbourly feaſt; 
T he firſt that appeat'd was a man of the gown, 
A jolly parochial prieſt: 
He 611'd up his bowl, drank health to the church, 
Preferring it to the king; 
Alcho' he long ſince left both in the lurch, 
Vet he canted like any thing. 


The next was a talkative blade, whom we call 
A dectotr of the civil law, 

Who gozzled and drank up the devil ard all, 
As faſt as the drawers could draw: 

But health to all nobles he ſtiffly5 deny'd, 
Tho! luflity ne could (will ; 

Becauſe itil the faſter the quality dy*d, 
It brought the more giiſt to his mill. 


The next was a ph ſician to ladies and Jorws, 
Who eaſes all ſicknzis and pain, 

And corgures diltempers away with hard Wo 
Which he knows is the head of his gain 

He liepp'o from hiz coach, iid his cup tothe 0/1 
And queling Cid freely agtee, 

Thar Bacchus, Who gave us ſuch cordiels to diiak, 
Was a better pbyſician than Le. 


tan, 
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The next was a juſtice who never read law, 
With twenty informers behind ; * 
On free coſt he tippled, and ſtill bid e'm draw, 
Dil his worſhip had drunk himſelf blind: 
Then reeling away they all rambled in queſt 
Gt drankards and jilts of the town, 
That they might be puniſh'd to frighten the reſt, 
Except they would drop him a Crown / 


The fifth was a tricking attorney at law, 
By tally-men chiefly employ'd ; 
Woo lengthens his bill with ce-hy and mawdraw, 
And a hundred ſuch Items belice : 
Tre healths that he drank was to Wetminfier-hal?, 
And to all the grave dons of the gown ; 
Rependum & Petro, dotendum & Paul, 
Such Latin as never was known. 


The laſt that appear'd was a ſoldier ia red, 
With his hair doubled uader bis hat; 

Who was by his trade a fine genileman mace, 
1ho? as hungry and poor as a rat: 

He („ore by his G, tho? ne liv'd by his king, 
(Or the help of ſome impudent punk) 

That he would not depart *ti}; be made the but 

ling, | 

\nd himſelf moſt confouniealy drunk. 
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SONG. 


SHE CANNOT TELL WHAT. 


WIEN Fanny to woman is growing apsce, 
The roſe bud beginning to blow In he 
face ; ; 
For mamma's wiſe precepts ſhe cares not a jot, 
Herheart pants for ſomething ſhe cannot tel! whe! 


No ſooner the wanton her freedom obtains, 
When among the gay youth a tyrant ſhe reigns, 
And finding her beauty ſuch power has got, 
Her heart pants for ſomething, ſhe cannot tell whit, 


Tho' all day in ſplendor ſhe flounts it about, 
At court, park and play, ridotto and rout; 
Tno' flatter'd and envy'd, ſhe pines at her lot, 
Her heart pants for ſomething, ſhe cannot telle hat. 


A touch of the hand, or a glance of the eye, 
From him ſhe likes beſt, makes her ready to Ct, 
Not knowing 'tis Cupid his arrow has ſhot, 
Her heart pants for ſomething, ſhe cannot te 


Ve fair take advice, and be bieſs'd while you m2), 

Each look, werd and action, yuur wiſhes betray; 

Give eaſe to your hearts by the corjugal knot, 

'I'no' they pant e'er fo muck, yuu.will ſoon kno# 
lor What. 


| 
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SONG. 


SOCIAL MIRTH, 


OME, jolly Bacchus, god of wine, 
> Crown this nighe with pleaſure : 
Le: none at cares of life repine, 
To deſtroy our pleaſure: 

Fil! up the mighty ſpark'ling bowl, 
That every true and loyal ſoul, 

May drink and ſing without controul, 
To ſupport our pleaſure. 


Thus, mighty Bacchus, ſhalt thou be 
(zaurdian to our pleaſure, 
That under thy protection we 
May enjoy new pleaſure : 
And as the hours do glide away, 
We'll in thy name invoke their ſtay, 
And ſing thy praiſes, that we may 
Live and die with pleaſure, 


—— — — 


SONG. 


HANNAH OF THE DALE, 


ET modern bards, with melting ſtrains, 
Hail Sylvia queen of love ; 
And point where ſov'reign beauty reigns, 
in Phillis of the grove: 
B 3 
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Whilſt I, replete with flowing verſe, 
With ſofter notes prevail ; 

Nay, all the bliſsful charms rehearſe 
Ot Hannah of the Dale. 


Young Colin on his oaten reed 
E xtols the blooming queen; 

And while the youthful lambkins feed, 
Sets forth her graceſul mien; 

Not yonder ſmiling new-blown roſe, 
Nor lily of the vale, 

Can e'er ſuch raptur'd ſweets diſcloſe, 
Like Hannah of the Dale. 


By yonder verdant ſylvan ſhade, 
Where Sol the hills adorn, 

I firſt beheld the bluſhing maig, 
Sweet as the roſy morn : 

Her rapt'rous charms I held divine, 
And whiiper'd Jove's fond tale; 

For every charm on earth combine 
In Hannah of che Dale, 


DELIGHT, 43 


SONG, 


Di:zp1Nn's Fertwell of the Cape of Good Hoye, 


WW HEN impelled by my fortune new worla's 
to explore, 

I (hall chearfully leave the diminiſhing ſhore z 

Lach hour bearing gratefully proudly in mind, 

How nobly a generous public was kind : 

How freely they'll give to their kind wiſhes ſcope, 

As paily I double the Cape of Good Hope. 


nen from perils of dangerous Neptune ſet free, 

rade winds and monſoons left behind me at ſea, 

made Rajahs and Nabobs in harmony chime, 

And gay pa anquins march in regular time; 

Turo the wiſhes to which you ſhall then give a 
ſcope 

Hall double with eaſe fortune's Cape of Good- 
Hope. 


Wien by dint of my crotchets, my catches, and 
glees, 

! rave chang'd currant notes into ſterling rupees; 

Sighing ſtill for that pow'r of atiraftion ſweet 
home, 

Im no longer impell'd by a motive to roam: 

I (hall till ro my Rrong grateful feelings give 
ſcope, 

That thro” you I firſt doubled the Cape of Good 
Hope. | 
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SONG, 


PRAISE OF GCROC, 


By Mr. Dinpin. 


PLAGUE of thoſe muſty old lubbers, 
Who tell us to faſt and to think; 
And patient fall in with life's rubbers, 
With nothing but water to drink, 


A can of good ſtuff, had they twigg'd it, 
Twould have ſet them for pleaſure agog, 
And in ſpight of the rules 
Of the ſchools 
The old Fools 
Wovld all of 'em ſwigg'd it, 
And ſwore there was nothing like grog. 


My father, when U laſt from Guinea 
Return'd, with abundance of wealth, 
Cried Jack never be ſuch a ninny, 
To drink—ſfzid I, father your health, 


So I ſhew'd him the ſtuff and he twigg'd it, 
And it ſet the old Codger agog ; 
And he ſwigg'd, and mother, 
And ſiſter and brother, 
And | ſwigg'd, and all of us ſwigg'd it, 
And iwore there was nothing like grog. 


' DELIGHT, 4 


'Tother day as the chaplain was preaching, 
Behind him I curiouſly ſlunk; 

And while he our duty was teaching, 
As how we ſhould never get drunk, 


[ hew'd him the ſtuff, and he twigg'd it, 
And it ſoon ſet his rev'rence agog, 
And he ſwigg'd, and Nick ſwigg'd, 
And Ben ſwigg'd, and Dick ſwigg'd, 
And I ſwigg'd, and all of us ſwigg'd it, 
And ſwore there was nothing like grog. 


Then truſt me there's nothing like drinking, 
30 pleaſant, on this ſide the grave; 

It keeps the unhappy from thinking, 
And makes e'en more valiant the brave, 


As for me, from the moment I twigg'd it, 
The good ſtuff has ſo ſet me agog, 
Sick or well, late or early, 
Wind foully, or fairly, 
Helm a- lee, or a weather, 
Four hours together, 
{ve conſtantly ſwige'd it, 
and dme there's nothing like grog 
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SONG, 


LOVELY POLLY, 


Pritt by Mr. Dib1in. 


SAILOR', love is void of art, 
Plain ſailing to his port, the heart, 
He knows no jealous folly ; 
Twere hard enough at ſea to war 
With boiſterous elements that jar, 
All's peace with lovely Polly. 


Enough that far from ſight of ſhore, 

Clouds frown and angry billows roar, 
Stil ſhe is briſk and jo ly: 

And while carouſing with his mates, 

Her health he drinks—anticipates 
Tue (miles of lovely Polly. 


Should thunder on the horizon preſs, 
Mocking our ſignal of diſtreſs, 

E*en then dull melancholy 
Dares not intrude ; he braves the din, 
In hopes to find a calm within 

The ſnowy arms of Polly. 


DELIGHT. 47 


SONG. 
SHANNON's FLOWERY BANKSY, 


Sung by Miſs Lux. 


N ſummer when the leaves were green, 
And bloſſoms deck'd each tree, 

Young Teddy then declar'd his love, 

His artleſs love to me: 
On Shannon's flowery banks we ſat, 

And there ne told his tale; 
© Patty, ſofteſt of thy ſex, 

O let fond love prevail, 


Ah! well-a-day—vou ſee me pins, 
In ſorrow and deſpair ; 
Yet, heed me not !—then let me die! 
And end my grief and care: 
Ah! no, dear youth, I ſoftly ſaid, 
Such lobe demands my thanks; 
And here I vow eternal truth, 
On Shannon”: flowery banks. : 


And then we vow'd eternal truth, 
On Shannon's flowery banks; 

Then we gather'd ſweet flow'rs, 
And play'd ſoch artleſs pranks : 

But, woe is me, the preſ:-gang came, 
And forc'd my Ned away ; 

juſt when we'd nam'd next morning fair, 
To be our wedding wn 
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My love, he cry'd, they force me hence, 
But ſtill my heart is thine; 
All peace be yours, my gentle Pat, 
While war and toil be mine ; 
With riches I'l] return again, 
(Then ſob'd out words of thanks), 
And here I vow eternal truth, 
On Shannon's flowery banks. 


And then he vow'd eternal truth, 
On Shannon's flowery banks ; 

And then I ſaw bim fail away, 
To join the hoſtile ranks : 

From morn to eve, for twelve dull months, 
Mis abſence ſad I mourn'd ; 

The peace was made, the ſhip came back, 
But Teddy ne'cr return'd. 


His beauteous face, his manly form, 
Had won a nobler fair ; 

My Teddy's falſe, and I, forlorn, 
Muſt die in fad deſpair : 

Ye gentle maidens, ſee me laid. 
While you ſtand round in ranks ; 

And plant a willow o'er my head, 

On Shannon's flowery banke, 


DELIGHT. 
SONG, 


THE TOPER, 


Sung in the Farmer, by Mr. Errington, 


OW bright are the joys of the table, 
I mean when the cloth is remov'd; 

Our hearts are fait held by a cable, 

While round the decanter is ſhov'd : 
The ladies all riſe to retire, 

We tiand up and look very grave, 
A bumper then draw round ebe nre, 

Determine like ſouls to behave. 


My ſervant, he knows I'm a toper, 
Clean glaſſes, of Wind a recruit ;*? 
He brings in a fix bottle cooper, 
And places it cloſe at my foot: 
I gingerly take up a bottle, 
The ſaw duſt | puff {rom his coat; 
The cork out, he ſings in ine throtile, 
But ſweeter than Mara his note. 


„What gentleman coffee now chuſes :“ 
The compliment comes from the fair, 
No gentleman coffee tefuſes, 
Bat nut a man ttirs from his chair : 
Ta + k Frenchmen may do ig, | bar it, 
With Brinſh politeneſs I think ; 
Wile monſieur we thank for tis clargt, 
tic 5g ver ſhall teach vs to drins, 
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Gay Hebe now ſhews in Apollo, 
A ſtruggle *rwixt claret and wit; 
For Bacchus inſiſts he ſhall ſwallow, 
Six bumpers before he may fit: 
Ye fair, why ſo ill ſhould we treat you, 
To part 'ere the bottle is won? 
At ſupper Apollo ſhall meet you, 
And ſhew you what Bacchus has done, 


SONG. 
MY LADY's KETTLE, 


JOLLY Tinker thro? the ſtreet 
Went warb'ling on in voice moſt ſweet, 
D'ye want a man of mettle; 
With that my lady's maid ſtept ont, 
Hip, friend, quoth ſhe, | make no doubt 
You'll ſtop my lady's tile. 


He firſt examin'd well the flaws, 

Then out his implements he draws, 
With ſiore of laſiing mettle : 

Tho? tight he work's, ſpite of his ſoul, 

Tnete (111 remain'd a ſwinging hole, 
A hole in my lady's kuttit / 
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SONG, 
CONQUEST OF MARS, 


Sung in Inkle and Tarico. 


ARS would oft his conqueſts over 
M To the Cyprian goddeſs yield: 
e 


nus gloried in a lover, 
Who like him could brave the field, 


Mars would oft', &c. 


In the cauſe of battles hearty, 
Still the god would ſtrut to prove, 
He who fac'd an adverſe party, 
Fiteſt was to face his love, 
Mars would oft”, &c: 


Hear then, captains, ye who bluſter, 
Hear the god of war declare; 
Cowards never can paſs muſter, 
Courage only wins the fair, 
Mars would oft', &c. 
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SONG. 
THE SIEGE OF TROY, 


Sung by Mr. Dip Dix. 


SING of a war ſet on foot for a toy, 
And of Paris, and Helen, and Hector anc 
Troy; 
Where on women, kings, gen'rals, and cob'eri 
you ſtumble, 
And ot mortals and gods meet a very firangt 
Jumble, 


CHORUS. 


Sing diddrroo bubberon. oh my joy 

How jweetly they did one another deſtrey. 
Come fill up vour bumper, the whiſky enjoy, 
May ue ner ſee the like of the firege of Troy. 


Menelaus was happy wid Helen his wife, 

Except dat ſhe led him a devil of a lite; 

Wid dat handiome taef Paris ſhe'd toy and ſhe'd 
play, 

Till they pack'd up their alls and they both ra! 
away. Sing didderoo, &. 


Agamemnon and all the great chiefs of his hov(* 
Soon took up the cauſe of this horrified ſpouie; 
While Juno ſaid this thing and Venus ſaid td. 
And the gods fell a wrangling, they knew noc io 

what, 


Sipg didderoo, &. 


Ti! 
Claj 


Ob 
Cry! 


Thy 
Poor 


Bot 
Scar 
But 
Tue 


DELIGHT. 


Oh den ſuch a ſlaughter and cotting of trotes, 
And ſlaying of bullocks and offering up goats: 
il the cunning Ulyſes, the Trojans to craſs, 
Clapt forty fine fellows in one wooden horſe. 
Sing didderoo, &c, 
Oh den for to ſee the maids, widows, and wives, 
Crying, ſome for their virtue and ſome for their 
lives; 
Thus after ten years they defended their town, 
Poor cear Troy in ten minutes was all burnt 
down. Sing didderoo, &c, 
But to ſee how it ended, the beſt joke of all, 
Scarce had wrong'd Menelaus aſcended the wall, 
But he blub'ring ſaw Helen, and ſtrange to tell, 
Tue man took his mare and fo all was well. 
Sing didderoo, &. 
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BONNY KITTY, 


Writien by Mr. Disvin. 
* HEN laſt from the ſtraits we had fairly 


caſt anchor, 
i went bonny Kitty to hail; 
Win quiniab'es ftor'd ; for our voyage was 2 
ipanker, 
And bran new was every fail : 
Bui | knew well enough bow with words {weet 
as honey, 
They trick us poor Tars of our gold 
And when the fly gyphies have finger'd the money, 
''ne bag they give poor Jack to hold, 
B 
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So I chac'd her, d'ye ſee my lads, under {al{ 


colours, 
Swore my wiſhes were all at an end; 
That I'd ſported away all my looking dollars, 
And borrow'd my tops of a friend: 
Oh then had you ſeen her — no longer my 
honey, 
Twas varlet audacious and bold, 
Begone from my fight now you've ſpent all your 
money, 


For Kitty the bag you may hold! 


With that I took out double handfuls of ſhiners, 
And ſcornfully bid her good by; 
*T would have done vour heart good had you 
then ſeen her fine airs, 
How ſhe'd leer, and ſhe'd ſob, and ſhe'd (i; 
But 1 ſtood well the broadſide, while jews! anc 
honey 
She call'd me, I put up the gold; 
And bearing away as I fack'd all the money, 
Left the bag for ma'am Kitty to hold. 


Th 


As 


SONG; 
POP AND DOWN YOU TUMBLE, 


Sung by Mr. Dibdin. 


H men! what filly things vou are, 
To women thus to humble; 
Who, fowler like, but ſpreads her ſnare, 
Or, at the timid game | 
Takes am, 
Pop, pop, and down you tumble. | i 


de marks you down, fly where you will, | 
To hedge, or meed, or ſtubble; [1 

Can wing you. feather you, or kill, 
'uſt as ſhe takes the trouble. 


O men, &c. | 
Then fly not from us, tis in vain, | 
We know the art of ſetting ! 4 [| 

As well as ſhvottng, and can chain : 
The ſlyeſt man our net in! 1 

5 


B 10 
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SONG, 


THE INN TURNED OUT, 


S a cricket and crab-l—e was trav'ling the 
road, 
In the leaf of a roſe they took up their abode ; 
This roſe being fairer by far than the reſt, 
Was pluck'd by a lady and ſtuck in her hreaſl. 
Derry down, %c. 


The travellers perceiving the road ſtraight and 
Each W her back by the darkneſs of 
In A the cricket, I'm determin'd to 
And 188 the crab, will go ſleep in the hay / 
Derry down, &c, 


As ſoon as the cricket had taken his ſtation, 
The fellow was ſeiz'd with a great conſternation; 
A boiſterous wind thro? the cavern did roar, 
Which drove the poor cricket from behind the 
ſtreet door. Derry down, “c. 


Next morning he met with the crab-l—his friend, 
He told his adventures and ſoon made an end 
Now I, ſays the crab, my hard caſe will relate, 
So hard was my lot, you muſt pity my fate. 
Derry down, 


la the midſt of the hay I diſcover'd a cave, 
As dark as 2 coal pit, as deep as A grave 
With black thorn and white thorn all growing 
about, 
{ fear'd to goin leſt I ſhould not get out. 
Derry down, &c. 


Then a elle with face red as ſun at noon-day, 

A yiant in bulk came trav'ling that way; 

He puſh'd me from b+amble to brier full ſore, 

Then ent'ring the cave, he drove me in before! 
Derry down, &c, 


As ſoon as this fellow had enter'd within, 
He kept driving ſtraight forward and ſtripp'd 
off his in . 
Tu ſtraining and ſwelling much bigger he grew, 
He ftrain'd *till he burſt, and his gutt at me flew, 
Derry down, &c. 


He then fell away to nothing at all, 

Recame very fick, and ſhrunk up very ſmall; - 

Then | crept by, ail beſmear'd as you ſee, 

And the'devil himſelf may go lodge there for 
me. Derry down, &c. 


— 
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SONG. 


PRITHEE FOOL BE QUIET, The 


Sung by Mr. Crant/on. She 


S t'other day young Damon ſtray'd, 
Where Chloe ſat demure; 
He doff'd his hat, and figh'd, and gaz'd, 
| *T was love that ſtruck him—ſure : 
| With rev'rence he approach'd the fair, 
Which ſhe look'd very ſhy at; 
i And when he prais'd her ſhape and air, 
[ *'Twas—prithee fool be quiet. 


8 * he cry'd, now be not coy, 

or think my meaning rude ; 

Let love, like mine, thy mind employ, E: 
True love can ne'er intrude ; 

Her hand he then eſlay'd to kiſs, You 
W hich, frowning, ſhe cry'd he at, | 

And when firuggled for the bliſs, Sole 
Said —prithee fool be quiet: 


Then kneeling at her feet, he ſwore J 
Without her he ſhould die; YOu 
That man ne'er lov'd a woman more, 


And heav'd a melting ſigb: by 
Cupid unſeen now touch'd her breaſt, 7 

And there kick'd up a riot; 5 
Much ſoften'd, yet ſhe ſtill expreſs'd, For 


Nay—prithee Sir be quiet! 


DELIGHT, 59 


The youth perceiv'd her alter'd tone, 
And boldly aſk'd her hand: 

soon Hymen made them both as one, 
United in his bond: 

The caſe too ſoon is changed quite— 
A ſcene you'll all cry fie at; 

She prates away from morn til] night, 
nile he cries—- Zounds be quiet! 


—E——— . — 


SONG. 
END OF A SONG, 


Written by Mr. Dibdin. 


AWYERS pay you with words, and fair 
ladies with vapours, 

Your parſons with preachings, and dancers with 
capers ; 

Soldiers pay you with cou:age, and ſome with 
their lives, 

Some men with their fortunes, and ſome with 
their wives: 

dome with fame, ſome with conſcience, and ma- 
ny throw both in, 

Phyſicians with Latin, and great men al 
nething, 

I-not to be {ingular in ſuch a throng, 

For your kindneſs pay you=-with hs ena of 4 
Jong, 


THE BUCK's 
But pleading, engroſſing, declaring and vapy uy. 


ing, 

And fighting, and heQoring, and dancing, and 
capering ; 

And preaching, and ſwearing, and bullying- 
preſcribing, 

And coaxing, and wheedling, and feeing, and 
bribing, 

And every art of profeſſional hum drumming, 

Is clearly in ſome ſort a ſpecies of humming : 

Humming ! nay, take me with you—the te: m' 
very ſtrong, 

But I only meant humming—trhe end of a ſerg. 


For all who this evening have paid me atten: in, 
I would I had language of ſome new invention, 
My nanks to return—but where's the expreſl:on, 
Can deſcribe of your kindneſs the grateful in- 
preſſion ; 
May every deſite of your hearts be propitious= 
Be laſting ſucceſs the reſult of your wiſhes— 
Unimpaired be your joys, your lives happy and 
| long, 
And now 1 am come to- end of my ſeng. 
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SONG. 
JOHN AND JEAN, 


Written by Mr. DiIIDIx. | | 


| ING the loves of John and Jean, 
8 Sing the loves of Jean and John; | 
He for her would leave a queen, 
She for him the nobleſt don : 
She's his queen, and he's her don, 
jcha loves Jean, aud Jean loves John. 


"BH Whatever tis that pleaſes Jean, 
Is ſure to burſt the ſide of John! 

Does ſhe for grief look thin and lean, 
He inſtantly is pale and wan! 

Thin and lean pale and wan, 
John loves Jean, and Jean loves John. 


'Twas the lily hand of Jean 
Fill'd the glaſs of happy John: 
And heavens how joyful was ſhe ſeen 
When he was for a licenſe gone! 
Joyful ſeen, they'll dance anon, 
For John weds Jean, and Jean weds John. 


i 
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John had ta'en to wife his Jean, 

Jean's become the ſpouſe of John; 
She no longer is his queen, 

He no longer 1s her don : 
No more queen, no more don, 

John hates ean, and Jean bates John, 


Whatever *tis that pleaſes Jean, 
Is certain now to diſpleaſe John; 
With ſcolding they're grown thin and lean, 
With ſpleen and ſpite they're pale and wan; 
Thin and lean pale and wan, 
John hates Jean, and Jean bates John. 


John prays heaven to take his Jean, 

Jean at the devil wiſhes Jobn 
She'll on his grave be dancing ſeen, 

He'll laugh when ſhe is dead and gone: 
Each wiſhes t'other dead and gone, 

John hates Jean and Jean hates John. 


DELIGHT, 


SONG, 
THE MUSICIAN's LAMENTATION, 


Surg by Mr. Dibdin, 


THOUGHT we were fiddle and bow, 
So well we in concert kept time; 

But to ſtrike up a part baſe and low, 
Without either reaſon or rhime : 

What a natural was I ſo ſoon, 
With pleaſure to quaver away; 

For Um humm'd, I think, into ſome tune, 
She bas left me the piper to pay, 


i p.ainly perceive ſhe's in glee, 

And thinks I ſhall be ſuch a flat 
A« to ſhake, but ſhe's in a wrong key, 

For ſhe never ſhall catch me at that: 
VWroe'er to the crotchets of love, 

Let's bis heart dance a jig in his breaſt; 
will a bar to his happinels prove, 

And ſhall ſurely deprive him of reſt. 


— - 
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SONG. 


HODGE AND its WIFE. 


Sung by Mr. Dibain. 
URTIS was old Hodge's wife, 


For vartue none was ever ſuch ! 
She led ſo pure ſo chaſte a life! 
Hodge ſaid *twas vartue over much: 


For ſays fly old Hodge, ſays he, 
Great talkers do the leaſt, d'ye ſee. 


Curtis ſaid if men were rude 
She'd ſcratch their eyes out, tear their hair : 
Cry'd Hodge, I believe thou'rt wondrous 200%, 
However, let us nothing ſwear. 
For ſays, &.. 


One night ſhe dreamt a drunken fool, 
Be rude with ber in ſpite would fain; 
She makes no e, but with joint ſtool 
Falls on he: nufband might and main. 
Still ſays, &. 


By that time ſhe had broke his noſe, 
Hodge made a ſhift to wake his wife; 
Dear Hodge, ſaid ſhe, judge by theſe blows, 
1 prize my vartue as my life, 
Still lays, &. 


DELIGHT, 


| dreamt a rude man on me fell, | | 
However I his project marr'd ; 114 
Dear wife, cried Hodge, 'tis mighty well, 14 
But next time don't hit quite ſo hard. 14 
For Jays, &c, F 


At break of day Hodge croſs'd a ſtyle, {i | 
Near to a field of new mown hay, 

And ſaw, and curſt his ſtars the while, 
Curtis and Numps in am'rous play: 


Was not I right, ſays Hodge, ſays he, 
Great talkers do the leaſt dy'e fee, 


————— —— — 


SONG, 


SA WHACK, 
An IRISH SONG, by Mr. DIBDIN. 


AIT, honey, in Ireland, I'd find out a flaw, 
In each capias, each ba ry and action; 
For dere, Oh my ſou], ſatisfacticn is law, 
” And what's better, fait, law's ſatisfaQtion. 


When to cut your friends trote dat affronts you's 
de word, 
From dat argument none will be ſhrinking ; 
For — knotty points by the point of the 
Ke. word, 


And made flaws large enoughwith our piaking. 
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And great is the pleaſure it yield, 

While our ſeconds are hard at our back, 
And boldly we both take the held, 

Wid our tierce and our carte—ſa, ſa, whack! 


Arrah troth were a jelman purſu'd at his heel, 
By a conſtable, fait or a baily, 
To be ſure in three minutes the taef would not 
feel, 
O'er his ſconce a tight bit of ſhelaly; 


Then for actions and bonds, and that charming 
liſt 
Of returus dat in law cut a figure; 
Oh we make our returns by a turn of the wilt, 
And draw bonds by the pull of a trigger, 


And great are the pleaſures it yield, 

And our ſeconds are hard at our back, 
When boldly we both take the field, 

Wid our tierce and our carte—ſa, ſa, whack' 


Now 


v, 
Wäg: 


Wai 


DELIGHT. 


SONG. 


THE MERCHANTMAN, 1 


Sun g by Mr. Sully, jun. in Inkle ar d Yarice. g 
1 HE Achilles, tho” chriſten'd good ſhip, tis 


ſurmis'd, 
F:om that old man of war, great Achilles, ſo 
priz'd, 
Was he like our veſſel, pray, fairly baptiz'd. 
, Ti bal lol, &c, 


Poets ſung that Achillez—if now they've an itch, 


To hag this, future ages may know which 1s 
: which, 


And that one rode in Greece and the other in 


pitch, 
Ti lol lol, &c. 
- 
What, tho” but a merchant ſhip, ſure our ſup- 
plies, 


Now „our men of war's gain in a lottery lies, 
Ard how blank they all look when they can't get 
get a prize. 
Ti lol lol, &c. 


Want are all their fine names, when no rhino's 
behind? 

The intrepid, and lion, look ſheepiſh you'll find, 

Wait alas! the poor ZEolus can't raiſe the 13 
wind. Ti lol lol, &c. | 
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Then the thunderer's dumb, out of time the 
Orpheus, 
The Ceres bas nothing at all to produce, 


And the eagle, I warrant you, looks like a 6%. 
Tt lol lil, Ec. 


But we merchant lads, tho” the foe we can'; 
maul, 
Nor are paid like fine King's ſhips to fight at 4 
| call, 
Why we pay ourſelves ell without fighting a 
Il, Ti 4 lil, &c. 


CCI imo 
SONG. 


THE POOR MARINER, 


Sung by Mr. Congdon, C. u. Te 


HE winds whiſtl'd fhrilly, chill rain dont 
was ſtreaming, 
When from a dark cell where the ſun ne'cr bal 
beam'd in; 
Worn out with great age, preſs'd with hung: 
and grief, | 
A ſad ſon of Neptune call'd forth for relief: 


Give relief to---0h, give relief to the poor Marini 


a, 


wh 


gal 


ng: 


tall. 
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He tremblingly begeg'd, as the affluent paſs'd him, 

The poor mite benevolent charity would caſt him, 

Wein from his dim eyes, hid by darkneſs? thick 
veil, 

The big tear guſh'd forthwhile he told his (ad tale. 

Give relief to, &c. 


Thee eves oft have {een the proud fink before me, 
Have ſparkled with joy at the ſignal of glory; 
Have ſeen Britain's flag oft to conqueſt aſpire, 
The” now loſt in darkneſs for want | expire! 
Give relief to, XC. 


My ie been expos'd in defence of our laws, 
"ve bled at each vein to ſupport freedom's cauſe, 
ine villows of danger have ſtemm'd without 
i) cad, 
New aintiy | fruggle, now beg for mv bread ! 
Give lite, &c. 


ain me, he ſaid:---the words tremblingly hung 

'n ac-ents moſt piteous on the vet'ran's tongue; 

Wren the grim King of Terrors his ſufferings 
regarded, 

And inuch'a him from hence, to where virtue's 
te warded! 

Death gave rilief to, SC. 
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SONG. 
THE TINKBR8, 


Writtm by Mr, Dis dix. 


IKE mine to botch is each man's fate, 
Each toil in his vocation ; 

One man tinkers up the ſtate, 

Another mends the nation : 
Your parſons preach to mend the heart, 

They cobble heads at college; 
Phyſicians patch with terms ot art, 

And Latin want of knowledge. 


But none for praiſe can more contenc, 


Than 1, 
Who cry 
Old chairs to mend, 


Y our Iawyer's tools are flaws and pleas, 
They manners mend by dancing ; 
Wips are patches for degrees, 
And lover's uſe romanciag : 
Fortunes are mended up and made, 
Too trequently with places: 
With rouze, nen their complexions fate, 
Some ladies mend their faces. 


But 8 one, 4. 


DELIGHT, 


SONG. 
BACHELOR's HALL, 


Written and Sung by Mr. Dibdin. 


© Bachelor's Hall we good fellows invite, 


To partake of the chace that makes up 
gur delight; 


ſe have ſpirits like fire, and of health ſuch a ſtock, 
hat cut pulſe ſtrikes theſeconds as true as a cluck, 


id you lee us, you'd ſwear, as we mount with 
2 grace, 


at Dana had dub'd ſome new gods of the chace. 


CHORUS. 


ik away ! har away! all nature looks gay, 
% Aurora with [miles uſhers in the bright day. 


& Thickſet came mounted upon a fine black, 

dotter fleet geiding, ne'er hunter did back; 

im 1 rip rode a bay, full of metiile and bone; 

dd pzily Bob Buxom rode proud on a roan 

tithe horſe of all horſes that tival'd the day, 

44 the 'Dquire s Neck-0'nothing, and that was 
4 prey, 


CHORUS, 


„ A 


"away! hart away! while our ſpirits are gay, 
us drink to the joys of the next coming day, 
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Then for hounds, there was Nimble, ſo ws 
that chmbs rocks ; 
And Cocknoſe, a good one at ſcenting a fox; 
Little Plunge, like a mole, who will ferrit a 
ſearch, 
And bettle-brow'd Hawk's eye, ſo dead at 0 
lurch: 
Young Shylooks, that ſcents the ſtrong breer 
from the ſouth, 
And muſical Echowell with his deep mouth. 
Hark away, 


(504 
Our horſes thus all of the very beſt blood, o 
*Tis not likely you'll eaſily find ſuch a ſtud, 
And for hounds our opinions with thouſad 

we'll back, 
That all England throughout can't produce (v 

a pack: 


Thus having deſcrib'd you, dogs, horſes, and cre D 
Away we ſet off, for the fox is in view. 
Hark away, * 
Sly Reynard brought home, while the ou 25 
ſounds a call, * 
And now we are welcome to Bachelor's Ia 1 


The ſavory ſirloin grateful ſmokes on the bes 

And Bacchus pours wine from his plenii 

hoard ; 

Come on then, do honour to this jovial place, i Dr 

And enjoy the ſweet pleaſure that ſprings! Dr: 

the chace. I 
Hark avay, 3 


—— 


— — 


— — 


SONG. 


f 
an 
DRINK AND BE MERRY, | 
th | 
er Sung by Mr. Edwin, 


1 


WINE. wine is the liquor of life; 
The heart is conſumed by care; 
Good fellows, then end the ſtrife 
'1 wixt the bottle and deſpair; 


CHORUS, 


Derry down, hey down derry, „ 
Drink and drive care away; 1 
Drink all the night and day, 1 

Drink and be merry. | 


briſk wine and impertinent care, 
Diſpute the controul of me; 

Let me be my maſter, deſpair, 
Wine, thou ſhalt my miſtreſs be! 


Derry down, hey down derry, 
lace, Drink and drive care away; 
v4 f Drink all the night and day, 
Drink and be merry, 
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SONG. 
DICKY Dir ro. 


Sung by Mr. EDV IN. 


DZOOKS, old cruſty, 
Why ſo ruſty, 

Stupid queer and mumpy ? 

Egad if you don't mind your manners, 
Somebody will lump you : 

Lumpy, thumpy, thwack and thump, 
Pummel you and bump—O ! 

Humpy, ſtumpy, make you mump, 
Kick about your rump—O, 


Did little Dicky 
Ever trick ye? 

No I'm always civil; 

Then why ſhould you for my politeneſs, 

Wiſh me at the devil? 

Cruſty, ruſty, flout, and pout, 
Did Lever trick ye? 

Fuſty, muſty, turn me out, 
Oh, poor civil Dicky. 


A receipt I'll give, 

But az I] live, 

Id rather give him blows, Gr; 

At St. Giles's he was bred, 
Altho, he wears gocd cloaths, fir: 
Noodle, nooble, ugly muns! 

Here's a pretty rig, fir! 
Daggers, piſtols, ſwords, and puns, 

O! I'll hop the twig, ſir, 


W 


11 


* * 
. 


SONG. 
Jack THE CUINEA 516. 


HEN the atichor's weigh'd, and ſhip's 
vnmoor'd, 
And landſmen lay behind, fir, 
The ſailor, joyful, ſhips on boars, 
And (wearing prays for a wind, fir, 


* 


CHORUS. 


Towing here, yeoing there, 
Steadily, readily ; cherrily, merrily, 
Still from care and thinking free, 

Ls a failor's life at (en, 


When we (ail with a freſh'niag breeze, 
ad landſmen all grow tick, fir, 
The tailor lolls with his mind at eaſe, 
And the ſong and can go quick, fir. 
Lavgning here, quafting chere, 
Steadily, &c. 


Wen the wind at night whiſtles o'er the deep, 
And ings to landimen dreary, 
Toe failor, fearleſs, goes to ſlee p, 
Or takes bis watch moſt cheerly. 
Boozing here, ſacozing there, 
Steadily, &c. 
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When the ſfky grows black and the wind blos, 
hard, 
And landſmen ſculk below, fir, 
Jack mounts up to the top main-yard, 
And turns his quid as he goes, fir, 


_ Hawling here, bawling ere, 
Steadily &c. 


When the foaming waves run mountains hiph, 
And landſmen cry ** all's gone, fir,” 

The ſailor hangs *twixt ſea and ſky, 
And he jokes with Davy Jones, fir, 


Daſhing here, claſhing the, 
Steadily, &c. 


When the ſhip, d'ye ſee, becomes a wreck, 
And landſmen hoiſt the boat, fir, 

The ſailor ſcorns to quit the deck, 
While a fingle plank's afloat, fir. 


Swearing here, tearing tber, 
Steadily, &c. 


e, 
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SONG. 


CORPORAL CASEY, 


W HEN I was at home, I was merry and friſky, 


My dad kept a pig, and my mother fold 


whiſky ; 
My uncle was rich, but wou'd never be eaſy, 
"Till I was inliſted by Corporal Caſey.— 
Och! rub a dub, row de dow, Corporal Caſey! 
My dear little Shelah, I thought wou'd run crazy, 
When 1 trudg'd awaywithtough Corporal Caſey! 


I march'd from Kilkenny, and as I was thinking 
On 5helah, my heart in my boſom was ſinking : 
But ſoon 1 was forc'd to look freſh as a daiſey, 
For fear of a drubbing from Corporal Caſey ! — 
Och! rub a dub, row de dow, Corporal Caſey ! 
The devil go with him! I ne'er cou'd be lazy, 
He tuck in my ſkirts ſo, ould Corporal Caſey, 


We went into battle, I took the blows fairly 

That fell on my pate, but they borber'd me 
rarely; 

And who ſhou'd the firſt be that dropt ?—why, 
an't pleaſe ye, 

[t was my good friend, honeſt Corporal Caſey ;--. 

Oct! rub a dub, row de dow, Corporal Caſey, 

Tiinks I you ae quiet, and I ſhall be eaſy, 

do eight years I fought without Corporal Caſey. 
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SONG. 


THE SHIPWRECK, 


Witten and Compoſed by My. DIBDIN. 


A VERT yon omen, gracious Heav'a, 


The ugly ſcud; 
By rifing winds reſiſtleſs driv's, 
Kiſſes the flood. 
How hard the lot for Sailors caſt, 
That they ſhould roam, 
For years to periſh thus at laſt, 
In sight of bome: 


For if the coming gale we moutn, 
A tempeſt blows, 

Our veſſel's ſhatter'd ſo and torn, 
That down ſhe goes. 


The tempeſt comes while meteors red 
Portentous fly. 

And now we touch old Ocean's bed, 
Now reach the ſky. 

On ſable wings, in gloomy fight, 
Friends ſeem to wait, 

To ſnatch us in this dreadful night, 
Dark as Gur fate. 
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Unleſs ſome kind, ſome pitying pow'r 
Should interpoſe ; 

Ste labours ſo within this hour, 
Down ſhe goes ? 

Roi ſee, on roſy pinions borne 
O'er the mad deep, 

Reluctant beams the ſorrowing morn, 
With us to weep. 


Deceiifal ſorrow, cheerleſs light, 
Dreadfal to think; 

The morn is ris'n in endleſs night, 
Our hopes to ſink 

She ſplits—ſhe parts—thro? fluices driv'n, 
The water flows; 

Adien, ye friends Have mercy, heav'a ! 
For down ſhe goes. 


SONG, 
THE WATERY GRAVE, 


Written and Compoſed by Mr. DIBDIN. 


OULD you hear a ſad ſtory of woe, 
That tears from a ſtone might provoke, 

"715 concerning a tar you muſt know, 

As honeſt as e'er biſcuit broke: 
His name was Ben Block, of all men, 

The moſt true, the moſt kind, the moſt brave, 
But harſh treated by fortune, for Ben 

In his prime found a watery grave. 
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His place no one ever knew more, 
His heart as all kindneſs and love, 
Tho? on duty an eagle he'd ſoar; 
Hie nature had m: | of the dove. 
He lov'd a fait maiden nam'd Kate; 
His father to intereſt a ſlave, 
Sent him far from his love, where hard fate, 
Pluny'd him deep in a watery grave, 
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A curſe on all ſlanderous tongues, 
A falſe friend his nature abuy'd, 
Ard iweet Kate of the vilelt of wrongs, 
To poilon Ben's pleaſure accus'd ; 
That ſhe never had truly been kind, 
That falſ- were the tokens the gave, 
Tt at ſhe fcorn'd him, and wiſh'd he might {4 
In ihe ocean a watery grave. 


it To be ſure from this cank*rous elf 

i} Tie venom accompl:iſh'd his erd, 

I} Ben, «(| truitn and hon: ur himſelf, 

W Suſpected no fiauc in his friend, | 


On the yard, while ſaſpended in air, 
A ivoſe to nis ſorrows ne gave, 
Take try wiſh, be cry'd, falſe, cruel fair, 
And plung'd id a watery grave. 
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SONG. 


BILL BOBSTAY, 


Written and Sung by Mr. Dibain, 


Hr lads have I ſail'd with but none e'er 
— % fight)y, 
25 honeſt Bill Bobſtay ſo kind and fo true ; 
eq ung „ke a mermaid, and joot it ſo lightly, 
"he forecaltle's price, the delight of the crew. 
Put poor as a beggar, and often in 1aiters 
e went, tho? his ſortunewas kind without end, 
- money,criedBiil,& them there fort of matters, 
 hat's the good on't, d'ye ſee, but to ſuccour 
a friend. 


T:cre's Nipcheeſe the purſer, by grinding and 
{queezing, | 

Fi; plund*ring, then leaving the ſhip like a tat; 
"» ecdy of fortune ſtands on a ſtiff breeze in, 

Anu mounts, herce as fre, a dog vane in his hat! 

My bark, though hard {torms on life's ocean 

- ſhould rock her, 

„ ſhe rollin misfortune, and pitch end for end, 

Na, never {ſhall Bill keep a ſhot in ihe locker, 
Wuen bytiandling it out he can ſuccout à liiend, 
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Let them throw out their wipes and cry, fpipht 
of the croſſes, 
And forgetful of toil that ſo hardly they bar, 
That Sailors at ſea earn their money le 
horſes, 
% To {quander it idly like aſſes aſhore.” 
Such lubbers their jaw would coil up, could ihe: 
meaſure 
By _ feeling, the gen'rous delight without 
end, 
That gives birth in us tars to that trueſt of plea. 
ſure, 
The handling our rhino to ſuccour a friend. 


Why what's all this nonſenſe they talk of are 
pother, 
All about RIGHTS of MAN, what a p aupuc 
art they art? 
Tf they men that each man is his meſ:mate'; 2 
brother, 
Why the lubberly /avabs:/ ev'ry fool can te 
that. 8 
The Rights of us Britons, without decla matten, 
In our country's defence our laſt moment: ig 
ſpend, 
To fight up io the ears for our late Procdaniiccn, 
To be irue to cur wives, and ro ſuccour a πë u 
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ODE 


ON 


PRINTING, 


To be Sung at the Annual Meeting of Printers, 
THROUGHOVT THE GLOBE, 


Adapted to the Muſic of“ Say, lovely Pract,” 
In Dr. AznoLd's Ee Harmony, 


By Mr. S. TOPLIS, of Gainſborough, C.m.T. 


Ixsrigk, O Muſe! with joy, to hail 
This happy day—aſliſt the tale 

That ſhall declare, if thou impart, 

Ihe wond'rous beauties of our ART, 


CHORUS, 
For PRINTING noxw recorded high ſhall ff and. 


Aud ornament our native land. 


from Eaſt to Weſt, with rapture ſee 

de progreſs of our Myſtery! 

from North to South, ſee how it ſpreads! 
gad Heav'n's benigneſt bleffings ſheds. 


4 + gifts of Hiau'u with gratitude we own, 


1;i: 3FEORGE, aubo graces Britain's throne. 
C 6 
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Exalt yrur notes, your voices raiſe, 

"Fo ſneak each worthy Patron's praiſe ; 
Who to the Prefs their labours give, 
That LEARNING may in triumph live. 


Fach Author's name, immortal let i! be, 
Remer d to al poſteriiy. 


Initruftive AxrTrI Thee“, who devis'd, 
B unbo'n nations ſhall be priz'd; 

Who open'd to expanſive view 

A Source of Pleaſure, eve: t. 


From Pole to Peli his native Genius fing, 
To him à grateful tribute bring. 


Of Arts and Commerce 'tis the key, 
And guides the helm on land or ſea; 
Direcls the iero in the field, — | 
Of LIBERTY the {word and ſhield. 


Let Church and State its ſacred Rights mainta:s, 
And 1ruth protedt ius wiae domain. 


See, with ſucceſs it opes the Mind, 
Makes Men the lovers of their kind; 
Delights the Fair —the rough ſubcnes, 
And for the bonds ot Fiiencihip (ues, 


Let Friend ft ip reign. lit Mirth and Joy appear. 


7 6 crown the Laboars of each 7 tar, 


* The Art of Printing 14 in peneral attributt'i tt 
John Guitemburg, of Ments, in Germany ; d 
brought to England by William Caxton, Anno, 1 +44. 


DELIGHT. 


SONG, 


DIBDIN's POOR FACK. 


O patter to lubbers and ſwabs, d've ſee, 
JF "Bout darvger, and fear, and the like; 
A tight water boat and good ſea room give me, 
and 'ta'n't to a little l' ſtrikes 
Though the tempeſt topgallant-maſt, ſmack. 
ſmooth ſhould ſmite, 
And ſhiver each ſplinter of wood, 
C car the wreck, ftow the yards, and bouſe ev'ry 
thing tight, 
And under teei'd foteſail we“! (cud. 
Avoſt! nor don t think me a milk-ſop ſo ſoft, 
Jo be taken for trifles a-back ; 
For they ſay there's a Providence fits up aloft, 
Jo keep waich for the lite of Poor Jack. 


Wu I heard the good chaplain palaver one day 
About ſouls, heav'n, mercy, and inch, 

and, my timbers! what lingo he'd coil and belay! 
Why "was juft all as one as High Dutch; 

But ne ſaid, how a ſparrow can't founder, d'ye ſee, 
Without orders that comes down below; 

And many fine things that prove clearly io me, 
bat Providence takes us in tow. 

Fos, ſays he, a'ye mind me, let ſtorms e'er ſo oft 
Jake the toplails of fatlors aback, 

Lore a lweet little cherub itrs perch'd up aloft 
o Kesp Waica for the lite vi oer Jack, 
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I ſays to our Poll, for you ſee ſhe muſt cry, 
When laſt we weigh'd anchor for ſea, 
What argufies ſaiv'ling and piping your eye? 
Why what a d- d fool you muſt be! 
Don't you ſee the world's wide, and there's rom 
for us all, 
Both for ſeamen and lubbers aſhore ; 

And if to Old Davy I ſhould go, my dear Poll, 
Why, you never would hear of me more : 
What then? all's a hazard-—-come, don't be { 

loft; 
Pernaps, I may laughing, come back ; 
For, d've ſee, there's a cherub fits ſmiling aloft, 
To keep watch for the life of Poor Jack, 


D'ye mind me, a ſailor ſhould be, ev*ry inch, 
All as one as a piece of the ſhip; 
And with her brave the world, without off "ring 
to flinch, 
From the moment the anchor's a trip; 
As for me, in all weathe:rs, all times, fides, and 
ends, 
Nought's a trouble from duty that ſpriops; 
My heart is my Poll's, and my rhino's my 
friend's; | 
And as for my life---'tis the King's. 
Even when my time's come, ne'er believe me (9 
ſoft 
As with grief to be taken aback ; 
For that ſame little cherub that fits ſmiling 2% 
Wil look out a geod birth for Poor Jack. 


om 
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SONG, 


THE RESTORATION. 


Or, The Twenty-ninth of Mar, 


Written Occafienally, by S. T. 


OME hear a Song or Roundelay, . 
Upon this merry holiday; 
(God bleſs Ki George who bears the ſway 
O'er ail this potent nanon : 
Let feuds and party janglings ceaſe, 
Fair Trade and Commerce iiill increaſe, 
Ard all enjoy in love and peace, 
This Day of Refteration. 


As Britons, we a tribute pay 
To hoſe who nam'd this holiday, 
Wen we might baniſh Care away, 

or toll, tack in our (tation : 
Wee toaſt our Friends and Patriots too, 
From Eaſt to Welt, ſo good, to true, 
And ever keep the Day in view 

aich we call Refloration. 


Wale other Nations will go fight, 

Preiending to each other's Right, 

And mighty armies put to fight, 
Making much devaſtation! 

We #11 enjoy the happy Day, 

In armes ſport and merry ple, 

And all agree to fing or lay 
\eicome the Refforaticn { 
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Now all unite in heart and hand, W 

Declare yourſelves a ſorial band, 

Forbid that Trade ſhould ever ſtand, F. 
Which cauſes altercation: 

In mirth and harmony combine, N 

Be firm, and baſte to Bacchus's ſhrine, 

And you'!! invite the Muſes Nine, A 


Art the next Refloration. 


— ; 
. SONG. r 
LITTLE BEN. V 

1 


Fritten by Mr. DiB Dix. 


n gleam'd the ample nr, 
Reflected on the glitt'ring lee, t 
7] he bell proclaim'd night's awful noon, 
And ſcarce a rip; le thouk the ſea; 
Waen thus, for ſailots, nature's care, 
What education has denied, 
Ate of (t:ong ſenſe, a bounteous ſhare, 
By obſervation well ſupplied. 
Waile thus in bold and honeſt guiſe, 
For wiſdom mov'd his tongue, 
Drawing from wiſaom comfort's drop, 
Iu truth and fair reflection wiſe, 
Ri, ht cneerfully ſung 
Li:tic Ben that kept his watch in the main g. 
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Why ſhould the hardy tar complain? 
* {15 certain true he weathers more 
From dangers on the roaring main 
an lazy lubbers do aſhore; 
N-'-- Jet the noble mind deſpair, 
' novpgh roaring ſeas run mountains high, 
A.\ things are built with equal care, 
Hirſt rate or wherry, man or fly: 
i! there's a power that never erts, 
And certainly *tis fo, 
For honeſt hearts what comfocts drop, 
As weil as kings and emperors, 
Why not take in tow 


Little Ben, that keeps his watch in the maintop? 


What tho? to diſlant climes I roam, 

Far from my darling Nancy's charms, 

The [weeter is my welcome home, 

To bliſsful moorings in her arms. 
perhaps ſhe on that ſuber moon 
Al ner's obſervativa takes, 

And longs that little Ben may foon 
Relieve that heart which forely achs. 
Ne'er fear, that power chat never errs, 

That guards all things below, 
For honeſt hearts what comtorts drop, 
A. well as kings and emperors, 
Will ſurely take in tow 
Little Ben, chat keeps his watch in the maintop. 


— 


— 


——  -. ——— 7 EO gf Ao ee EET 2, 
— — — 


* 


— 
— _ — _ * ” bs 
* * 
— 9 20 _ -» 
— — x: - 
_ ons — —»2H — DH — OOO oo ſ— — 
— —_ — 0 


2 — 


THE BUYCK's 


SONG. 


MARS AND VENUS. 


S Mars and Venas together was walking, 

Down by the fide of a river fa clear; 
Where, on love, they ſweetly were talking, 
And he often cail'd her bis lovely dear; 
I drew nigh and ſai myſelf by chem, 
Little did think that | was fo nigh tber 
All for to hear the filent tone, 
Mars to their arms would be gone, 


Ab ſays Venus, I know a caftle, 

Which that never yet was won; 

And the miſtreſs ne'er was a reaper, 

And ſhe ſcorns to firea gun: : 
I will tell you the marks and the rounds of it, 
And if you would fain enter the bounds of it, 
You muſt be forc'd for to retreat, 

Or, ten to one, you will get bear. 


Mars was dreſt in rich attire, 

Venus ſtript quite to her ſmock; 

Her plump white thighs he did admire, 
He bare belly for to blow : 

He beat a /aure/ upon her belly, 

A point of war with a true treevallee ; 
He never found ſuch a favour in a foe, 
Nor s ſweeter battle he ne'er know ! 
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SONG. 


AN ENTERTAINING RECITAL, 


OF TH * TOMRBS 
IN WESTMINSTER ABBEY. 


Altered from Mr. Edwin. 


| With Nize additional Fenſes, 
By W. WHARLTON, of Gainfors' 


PRE lies William of Valence, a right good 
Earl of Pembroke. 

And this is his monament, which you ſee 11] 
ſwear upon a book ; 

He was Earl Marſhall of England when Henry 
the Third did reign, 

Above five hungred Years ago, but ne'er will be 
ſo again, 


Here the Lord Tallet lies, the town of Shrewſi- 
bury's Earl, 

Together with his Counteſs fair, who was a molt 
delicate girl : 

Next him there lieth Sir Richard Peck/hall, a man 
of might, 

Of whom we only this do ſay, that he was a 
Hampthi:e Knight. 
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Here lies the third King Edward's Brother, of 
whom our records tell, 

Nothing of note, nor ſay they whether he be ig 
heaven or hell; 

This ane was Jobs of Fld:rflone, he was no ©. 
ſtermonger, 

But Cornwall's Earl, and died becauſe he could 
live no longer, 


Now think your money 's well ſpent, good folks, 
and that you're not beguil'd; 

Within chis cup doth lie the heart of a French 
Ambeallado:r's child: 

Bat how it came to paſs, on purpoſe, or by chance, 

The bowels do lye underneath, but the 3% 10 
France. 


Here lies Oxford's Counteſs, and there al! the 
Lady Barleigh, her mother, 

And there fer daughter, a Counteſs too, lit colt 
by one another 

Theſe once were bonny dames, and thc” tac 
were no coaches then, 

Yet could they jog their tails themſelves, or pet 
them egg by the men! 


Oh! woe is me, thoſe high-born fianers 53. 
now do pray ſo ſtoutly, 

Living, they never pray'd at all, yer their Crate! 
pray devoutly ; 

This fair Mcnument which you ſee, to 495, 
you hall not linger, 

ls a Lady's, who bled to death by a prick oi her 


Anger! 


If 
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la this gilt monument which you fee adorn'd 
with ſo many pillars, 

Doth lie the Counteſs of Buckingham, and her 
huſband Sir George Villers; 

Thi: Sir George was grandfather, the Counteſs 
ſhe was granny 

To the great Duke of Ruckingham—who led 
by the noſe King Jamy, 


tiers lies Sir Robert Eatam, a Scotch Knight, 
this man was l(ecretary, 

He ctibbled compliments for two Queens, 
Queen Anne, and eke Queen Mary: 

This ſame was Mary Queen of Scots, whom 
Buchanan doth beſpatter, 

She t her head at Forhberinghay, whatever was 
the matter, 


To another chapel now come we, the people fol- 
low and Chat, 

This is the Lady Cortington, the- people cry, 
whoſe is that? 

Whv, Sir Thomas Bromley lieth here, death 

: wou*'d not him reprieve, 

With his four ſons, and daughters four that once 
were all alive, 


Behold this broken Tomb, whoſe ſhattered lid lies 
down, 
lt thus contains fair DUxiiam's BisHorp of re- 
nOWn ; 
fe bas laid here long, his Mitres left his Head, 
4nd * Death bas long preclaim'd bim 
tad, 
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Here lies Sir Jobn Fullerton, and that is his Ly 
dy I trow, 

And that is Siy Jobs Picke#ton, whom none of 
you did know : 

Here lies the Earl of Torrington, one bf the Bri, 
tiſn Peers, / 

His Counteſs fair he lies befide him, aud toy 
you go up the Rairs, 


Richard the Second lies here entomb'd, his / 
fair Queen, Queen Anne, 

Edward the J hird lies there hard by, and ge wa C 
a warlike man: | 

This is the Sword of John of Gaunt, 2 viaceW 4 
both true and truſty, 

The Ftenchmen's blood was ne'er wi cf, 


which makes it look ſo ruity: b 
3 

The/e are the Cuarns, in which their Miayetie: 
are Crown'd, N 

And underneath's the Famous Stone 1542: tene 
from coe: 1 

Or it is R DW ANU the Confeſſor's Tomb , 

And en the Floor Magaikceat Remains de 

| 0 


is this Wood Caſe lier Buckide nau lt; 
Duke, 

Who, at the age of NM inetten, Death him gu, 

Hit Bedy mad: of wax, and on his ad-, 17 

A gilded Crown. appears, th dufty is bis reve! + 


zzefiie! 
it kant 
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In this long Tomb, great Longſhanks's bid from 


got, 
Whoſe mighty Stature was Seven Feet in height: 
In Sturntern hundred and Stwenty-two, bis Perſon 
was entire, 
And all his gib lets were as ſupple as if they bung 


in wire / 


Heazy the Third ier here entomb'd, who founded 
this great An REI, 

And hit Reign, for breaking Oaths, we're told 
he vas a dabby : 

Great Britain's CHARTEA of? refus'd, but now 
be's very happy, 


{ad n this Sepulchre be' laid, and time bas mad 
bim nappy- 


Huey the Fifth lies here entomb'd, with Cleaner 
his Queen, 

His head was filver, which was Role, ſee the heit 
where it has been : 

New down the ſtairs come we again, the Guidt 
goes firſt with the ſtaff, 

Two or three tumble down the eps and z!! the 
people laugh. 


Come this way, the Guide now calls, this monument 
you /er, 

i: Gzntral WoLlrs's—a Mus as brave as any 
one need br: | 

Hi, Battles are in Btaſs well caſt, thi ſhot where 
pe did are, 

'inear Quebec—for Abraham's Plains, /vok : Gere, 
and ſee bin ei 
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Sir Robert Pere lies here entomb'd, who the 5-1, 
niards hides fo corried, 

Four Colonel brave ſupport his tomb, and ber: 
his Body's buried: 

That ſtatue up againſt the wall with one 
Major General Norris, 

He bang'd be French moſt cruelly, as 15 f 
in ftorics, 


The next is ADMIRAL Hol Mues; on bis anchor / 
rim [ran 

The Cable is of Marbl: wrought from rea! ere 
is feen: 

On the at ber fide is LiGONteR—abowe, the (tn: 
PLARS 274 entomb'd, 

And all thtir noble Monuments with Time ate ni! 
conJum'd. 


Henry the Seventh lies here entomb'd wil 1 
fair Quees beſide him, 

He was Fuunder of this CHAPEL, Oh! may 90 
11] bettie bim: 

The Kings and Queens are in glaſs Caici—incit 
Bodies made of Wax, 

A Globe and a >ceptre's in each hand, and theilt 
OWN ROBES upon their backs! 


In this Stene Cradle, King ].mes's Chil{-:n nov 
are ſeen, 

Above's the Pre1nces—who, in the Tuer hit! 
murder been: 

In this Beaureau is General Monx:'s 0! 
Armour 

And here's HIS CAP /—and what you gives! 

5 Fawour ! 
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